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THE plays are "Beau Brummell." "The

Copperhead," "Dulcy" and "The
Intimate Strangers." The book In¬

cludes an introduction on the American
drama and a separate introduction on each
play, and concludes with a. selected bibliog¬
raphy for students of the American stage.
The individual intty>ductions, chiefly bio¬
graphical and circumstantial, are better
than the general survey. But this is
ground perhaps too well worked over to
co\er with any semblance of freshness in
£0 encyclopedic a fashion. Here little is
done beyond indicating and classifying
tendencies. It runs comprehensively over
a wide area and hits the high spots. That
the stretch, though wide, is barren until
lately is sufficiently shown by a quotation
from Laurence Hutton in 1891 praising
extravagantly that claptrap mediocrity
"Davy Crockett."

It is unfortunate that the title does not
indicate that this is an all American vol¬
ume. We have far too few such well
printed and attractively issued American
plays. Even now it is a thin gamble to
publish them unless they can be put out
under the protection of the sftudent market.
But the appearance in print from time
to time of the American playwright is an

encouraging sign of a slow glacierlike
movement which one despaired of twenty
yeare ago. It will be a more encouraging
sign when one may read oftencr a hitherto
unproduced American play. If the native
playwright could rely on a reading public
he would be enabled to write better plays;
if the native producer could be assured of
a sufficient reading demand for good plays
he might venture to produce more. Until
this occurs he is quite justified in thinking
that a public unable to make a book pay
is unlikely to guarantee a return on his

The Unwilling
Continued from Page Three.

frank. All you've got to do at Cammels-
ville is to occur, and they'll nail you for
the Pole.
"Now I don't give a hoot for Arctic ex¬

ploration. The only artics I know any¬
thing about are the kind you wear in hard
winters. Crazy galoots and such like who
go putting themselves on ice, it may be
for years and it may be forever, in at¬
tempts to prove the exactly true North
Pole never has been reached in spite of
all contrarywise assertions and proofs,
have no charms for me. Anyway, if in
this advanced age they haven't sense

enough to hop into an aryplane and light
on the North Pole from overhead, I'm not
saying nothing. But when I tried to tell
all or some of that to three bearded
huskies who held me up and fined or

assessed me for Pole money at Cammels-
ville I got nothing but derisive laughter In
way of reply and the longest bearded of
the three, raising his whiskers so's I could
peek below them and see he wore neither
collar nor tie, remarked:

" 'Uncle, I'm the Sitting Road Magistrate
of Cammelsville. 1 am now In session.
Beware of contempt of court, sir; beware
of contempt. I beg to inform you that the
sum In which you are assessed, namely,
$25, will be handed promptly to our Arctic
Exploration Fund, one of the noblest ob¬
jects ever presented to the public. The
Pole for Cammelsville is our motto; and
never was Cammelsville known to turn
back when she once got agoing.Jeemini!
As for the fact.and it is a fact.that you
are violatin' the anti-automobile law, into
that I cannot go, not being disposed to
argufy a self-starter, as you might call it,
or a self evident proposition, as we jedges
and lawyers calls it. Twenty-five dollars.
Come boss-so boss! sa! sa!'
"'Twenty-five dollars, eh? And the

alternative?' I demanded.
" "You'll have to go to a drug store for

that,' he assured me gravely; 'and there
ain't one within five good mile. So never

mind it for the present.you can worry
along, I guess.jest keep yer hand on yer
stummick to kind o' warm it. And fork
over twenty-five little Buckin Brotichoes,

* "Or WHAT?' I roared, white with Just
rage. 'That's what I was asking you about,
Bone Head.'

very considerable Investment But we read
too sluggishly to care to give the visualiz¬
ing: cooperation necessary to enjoyable
Play reading, and the publisher knows
that as a general thing the few people
who read plays read only those thev have
seen, where their memory may work pleas¬
antly while their mind sleeps. Also he
knows that unless a play stands a fair
chance of production it will not pay to
publish it. a vicious circle; and yet as
one here refreshes his recollection of the
twenty year period which these plays cover-'
he sees an improvement Perhaps if one

lives to see it there may be more.

But the present American playwright will
not be able to hold out until it comes A
rereading of Clyde Fitch's first play. ' Beau
Brummell".still fluttering freshly, though
its extinct soliloquy pronounces it "a dodo
bird '.confirms the impression of what the
theater lost, not in his early death, for he
had been writing most profitably for twenty
years, but in the fact that he was never
allowed to write as well as he could. "I

j have had to please stars and managers in
all my plays." he told me once. "I have
never felt sure enough of my public to
write the play I wanted to write." He had
Just proclaimed his emancipation when he
died. Had he lived he would doubtless
have found that he had. proclaimed it too
soon.

Here are three successful contemporary |
plays to place against the Fitch "Beau1
Brummell" period. What would they have
been then? "Secret Service." "The Gilded
Fool." "Arizona"? What would they have
thus, that even the theatrical sun do move.
Characterization is less stagy, sentiment
less saccharine, social observation more
salient and charm more real. Had Fitch
only been allowed to devote his technical
dexterity to something more substantial we
should have enduring monuments now to
place beside Plnero.

ALGERNON TASSIN.

Philanthropists
"I don't think I ever was really as mad

In all my life before or since as I was
Just then. It was awful. .

"'Or,' he stated, perfectly cool, 'as the
Sitting Road Magistrate I shall have to
Put you to work for twenty-five days and
nights, excepting your sleepin' time, am:
an eat now and then, extracting the cob¬
blestones out of Logan's Lane over yander
and making it fit for the new style traffic
You cull out the cobblestones one by one
understand? In fact, they are handpicked.'
No machinery allowed, for fear it may spoil
the shape of the stones.'
"Did I pay up? Well, you see the ticket.

That's my receipt. I'm a polar bear I
am."
"And then what?" I asked as the ama¬

teur chauffeur paused to allow some ac¬
cumulated indignation to evaporate.

Then what? Then I turned around and
druv home,*" he said.

The placards took me through the traf¬
fic holdups going back, for they apply to
traffic both ways. . . . Say," added the
amateur chauffeur, brightening up, "you
don't happen to be thinkin' of travelin"
over that route, do* you?"

"No," I said. "Why?"
"Well. 1 was just thinking I might fix i

up a deal with you. I can let you have
them placards if you can get them off,
with hot water.and I guess you can.
and you can paste them on your machine
before starting out. I'll let you"have fhem
for Just twelve and a half apiece-just
half what they cost me.and youH be that
much ahead of the game, besides not hav¬
ing to waste your time stopping to talk
to the gazaboes."

It was a tempting offer; so I told him
I would think about it.

"You'll have to think quick, friend."
cried the amateur chauffeur. "If you don't
take them I'm going to scrape them off.
pronto. They're no more use to me.never
again will I KO over that route.and I'm
eick of the sight of them."

Cheer up. You are a regular philanthro- i
pist," I consoled.
"An auto-philanthroplst," he improved.

Sure. Mike. 1 am that. And it's further
proof of my gen. rous nature when I offer
all right and tit!, to them passporta for
50 per cent

I dldn t close t . but unless the
amateur chauf*. out hjs thrcat
and waehed off th. »tt kers his offer still
holds good.

New and delightful verse by the author of
"POEMS BY A LITTLE GIRL"

SHOES OF THE WIND By HILDA CONKLING

Poems made by Hilda in the two years since the pub¬lication of the first volume. They show that she has lo6t
nothing of the childish unconsciousness of her singing and
that she is growing in humanness and vision. Louis
Vntenneyer in "Modern American Poetry," says, "This
child not only sees, feels and hears with the concentration
of a child-artist; she communicates the results of her percep¬
tions with the sensitivity of a master-craftsman." With
charming new portrait frontispiece, $1.60

An Important Literary Find
LOVE and FREINDSHIP By JANK AUSTEN

"The literary scream of the moment," says "John
O'London" in the N. Y. Times of this newly discovered
story of Jane Austen's youth, which is followed by a Historyof England and several other highly characteristic frag*
ments. With an Introduction by Gilbert K. Chesterton.
Cloth, $1.75

The Last Day of Lincoln's Life
LINCOLN'S LAST DAY By JOHN W. STARR. Jr.

A vivid, authentic account of the last day of Lincoln's
life. The author, in compiling this volume, has consulted
over fourteen hundred volumes and eight hundred maga¬zine articles relating to the life and character of Lincoln,and drawn extensively on his own collection of Lincolniana
.the largest in the State of Pennsylvania. With 8 ofLincoln's best portraits, t$1.50

New Novel by the author of MR. WU:

The GREEN GODDESS
By LOUISE JORDAN MILN

Tense excitement, mystery, vivid color mark
this novel of a Himalayan principality, based on
William Archer's play of the same name. Mrs.
Miln's knowledge of the Orient and her ability to
put its lure into living words contribute, as in
"Mr. Wu," to the interest of the story. $1.90

443 4th Ave. FREDERICK A. STOKES COMPANY New Yorfc

If You Are Tired of Daring Sex Novels and
Want a Bright, Clean Love Story, Here It Is.

CAPTAIN POTT'S
MINISTER

By Francis L. Cooper
The story of a young minister, strong and vigorous, a

beautiful girl, a sea captain as salt, rugged and quaint as

they make them, with a double love story and an intricate
plot.

Wherever Books Are Sold
Illustrated $1.75
LOTHROP, LEE & SHEPARD CO., BOSTON

Two Important Biographies
BY HENRY MORGENTHAU

ALL IN A LIFE-TIME
Mr. Morgenthau came to America an immigrant boy. He started oot as an
idealist, succumbed to materialism and finally disentangled himself to devote
his life to rendering public services. His picture of the growth of New York
from an overgrown provincial town in 1866 to the financial center of the world
gives close-up views of many great personalities. Price, $4.00

Bti W. S. Rainsford
THE STORY OF A VARIED LIFE

An Autobiography
Dr. Rainsford, the great preacher, reformer, hunter, traveler and friend of
humanity, recounts the outstanding events of his life from his boyhood in
Ireland to his Rectorship of St. George's Church in N'ew York, which he built
up into one of the greatest parishes in America. Price, £5.00

Doubleday, Page & Co. Garden City, New York


